CHAPTER  VIII
" I want for the poor a love which will arouse love, and burn out the suspicion which gifts often create. I want for them a respect which will go softly before the tender flame of their faith, and cherish that sense of righteousness which pity often destroys."
OUR move into St. Jude's Vicarage was made in time to celebrate my birthday, May 4th, in the tiny house that was to be our home for twenty years, and there we were joined by my sister and my nurse and foster-mother, Mrs. Moore. She had always lived in my home, devoting herself to the care of my sister for whom a pre-natal accident had rendered devotion necessary. When Mr. Barnett had agreed that we should take care of them, and I had thanked him out of the fullness of my heart—for though they were both very dear to me, they were a great responsibility— he had written :
I am sure I deserve no praise. Little Fanny will be no trouble, and we shall have the happiness of pleasing her. Nurse, as I told you, will be required to take care of you. . . Both will make the firelight of our home.
All through that summer—1873—amid noise, smells, and degradation we worked, and then came holiday time, and we went off to Switzerland. Can any pen do justice to the first visit paid together to Switzerland of two young people who, hitherto accustomed to the surroundings of beauty and refinement, had lived for five months in the Whitechapel of that day ? We went to Lucerne, walked up the Rigi,and by G6schenen,over the Furka, to the Grimsel, across to Meiringen, on to Lauterbrunnen, and by the Wengern Alp towards home. What a good three weeks we had! We usually started at six o'clock and walked till ten, then ate, rested, and walked again from four to six —doing about fifteen miles a day. Oh ! the glory of those morning hours, and the revelation of the light in the valleys and the shadows on the snows. My delight was that which is only to be obtained at the introduction to the
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